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hangs over the blackened stones and heap of gray ashes. I have
often heard it said there's no place like home; and notwith-
standing my fright at being captured, and having this tin'y
thread and red flannel tied to my leg, to distinguish me from
my black-and-white brethren whom I so much resemble, I shall
prove, as others have done before me, that I believe in the say-
ing and am of the same opinion."

The origin of the term Zouave comes from this part of the
country, and the reader may be interested in its derivation.
The great tribe of Zouaoua is the most warlike in Kabylia, and
occupies a large tract of mountainous country not far from that
portion which we visited. My regrettable accident prevented
us from making the interesting excursion into their district,
although one day would have sufficed. The native militia in
the, service of Algiers, Tunis, and Tripoli were called Zouaoua,
as at first none but members of this warlike tribe of Kabyles
were enrolled. Subsequently their ranks were opened to all
Kabyles and Arabs indiscriminately, and the French adopted a
corrupted form of the word Zouaoua (Zouave) for their cele-
brated African regiments.

In regard to landscapes on a large scale, may I be allowed
to say a few words outside of our direct subject ? I am not the
only artist who has been asked why a scene that is magnificent
in nature is not the finest subject for a picture. This ques-
tion often arises, especially in Switzerland. But it would require
too much space here to discuss the subject satisfactorily, for it
is not an easy one to exhaust m a few lines. The result of
such a discussion generally brings the inevitable observation
from those not convinced, "Well, I dare say you are right, but
I cannot see why this scene or that panorama would not be
superb on canvas."